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hotel, they had to force their way through shouting mobs.
If anyone had wanted to threaten them he could have done
it. I don't know that anyone did. . . . But the attitude of
the people to whom I spoke—and of the still greater number
who spoke to me—was always one of great decency, regret
. . . and, above all, of helplessness. The sun shone, the
snow fell lightly: one was so jostled that most of one's
conversations seemed to take place, sideways, over one's
shoulder. And the burden of them all was that: You could
not have much moral doubt of the prisoner's guilt—or,
at any rate, of his participation in the crime; but you
could not have any doubt that the prosecution was not
proving its case. In addition the defence was cowed and
inefficient and the prosecution rode too hard. . . . At
any rate, that, for me, was the note of the people with whom
I spoke.
Biala, on the other hand, drawing in the court-house or
talking to casual people at table hi the hotel, got the impres-
sion that those she met were of unexampled vindictiveness
and ferocity- For her it was as if she were in a bull-fight
crowd, every member of which would have spat on, if it
could, and have tortured, the bull . . . which is not, of
course, the attitude of any bull-fight crowd. . . . Yes, she
said; it was as if the personal fate and future prosperity of
every one of them depended on the execution of the prisoner
whether he were guilty or not. . . . They had the attitude
of the prosecuting attorney. I didn't myself speak or get
spoken to by anyone -who had not a perfectly proper reason
for being there either because of the nature of his employ-
ment or of a legitimate desire to form an opinion as to an
affair of the sort. Biala, on the other hand, came almost
exclusively on people whose motives for being present
appeared to be those solely of the baser appetites: gloating
over cruelty, social vanity at being able to prove that they
had contacts with the higher sorts of mortals who could
"get them in," or sheer lust for excitement at any cost. . . .
And of something queerly betwixt and between. Thus there
was an amiable, softish lady of apparently no views or public
motives. Her husband had been for a great number of years

